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Woman of the Family 
By May Edginton 
ILLUSTRATED BY JAY HYDE BARNUM 

"A job tha t pays marvelously 
isn' t always the safest . I mean 
a job can pay too marvelously" 

The Story Thus Far: 
C P O N S O R E D by Lennie Ward, a young 
"-̂  dancing man who professes to iove her, 
Eve I>angham, secretary of Sir Edgar Mar-
ter. a London business man, becomes the 
hostess of the Regalia, a night club. Ex
ploited by her avaricious father and mother, 
she does not confide in them. And presently, 
shocked by the too-ardent advances of Sir 
Edgar, she gives up her day work, and takes 
a small fiat of her own. 

Eve has a sister—Sophia. Beaiitiful, but 
unscrupulous, Sophia inveigles Lennie Ward 
into marrying her : after which she secures 
a job—as <Si> Edgar Marter's secretary! 
. . . Under the watchful eyes of Fero, the 
Regalia's manager: Assistant Manager 
Hopton; and Tonetti, the orchestra leader. 
Eve becomes a popular hostess. And one 
wealthy patron—Captain Jonathan Home, 
an explorer who, for reasons of his own, is 
in close touch with Scotland Yard—pays 
her marked attention. 

Eve, however, soon learns that Home, 
fascinated by her, regards her as a calcu
lating gold-digger. Infuriated and bitter, 
she deliberately strengthens his suspicions 
that she is not the sort of girl he should 
marry by accepting a small jade elephant— 
a ^'ery costly gift—from him. . . . 

Among the wealthy women who patronize 
the Regalia is an American—Mrs. Louise 
Poinsetter. I t is thought that she and 
Home are very close friends. They are not, 
although they are together frequently. 
Home, it appears, is interested in the 
woman's pas t : he is especially interested in 
the source of her large income. 

For a time, Eve goes her way serenely. 
Then comes an unexpected shock. Her 
mother calls on her and informs her that 
Ward, her son-in-law, of Avhom she has been 
so proud, and who has been living with 
the Langhams, will contribute nothing 
toward the family's support; and that So
phia has been discharged by Sir Edgar. 
Eve, none too prosperous herself, gives her 
mother more money. 

Later, alone. Eve has another visitor. 
Louise Poinsetter! 

OH, W H A T a cunning place," cried 
Louise Poinse t te r ' s r ich, slow 
voice. "May I come i n ? " 
" B u t of course ." Once more 

Eve unfas tened t h a t ga te , and as she 
did so she had a queer, swift sensation 
tha t , like her mother , Louise Poinse t te r 
was in some way an unlucky ha rb inger . 

As the e legant woman crossed the 
threshold she b rough t wi th her , un-
fa thomably , a sense of danger . 

Eve ushered her vis i tor into the sit
t ing-room and a few minutes went by in 
conventional admira t ion , womanly in
t e res t , amiable congra tu la t ion . 

T h a t clock outside s t ruck twelve. 
W i t h d is tas te Eve realized t h a t she 

herself was not yet dressed, and it was 
midday. B u t th i s fact did not a t all 
seem to surpr i se Mrs . Poinset ter . 

" H o w lovely you a r e like t h a t , child," 
said she. " I sn ' t it wonderful to look as 
nice in a cotton w r a p p e r as you do in 
those g r a n d frocks of yours? I hope I 
am not in the way , bu t I j u s t had to 
come in ." 

" I t is nice to see you ," Eve said. 
" H o w did you find m e ? " 

" A h ! " 
Mrs . Po inse t te r ' s " a h " w a s so com

plete and expressive t h a t the fact t h a t 

she had not replied to a question es
caped notice easily. Indeed, she fol
lowed u p quickly w i t h : " I expect a lot 
of people manage to find you out. don' t 
t h e y ? " 

"Well , not yet . I have only j u s t 
moved in ." 

"And I suppose you ' re awfully 
thr i l led," said Mrs . Poinse t te r , "s imply 
crazy over home-making. You couldn' t 
be prized out, could you? You ' re going 
to live here forever and ever ." 

" A s long as I can pay my r e n t ! " 
" A h a , " said Mrs . Po inse t t e r flexibly. 

" P e r h a p s w h a t I am going to say won ' t 
be very popular wi th you, t hen . " 

" V T E V E R mind t h a t , " Eve answered . 
-LN " I t vi^on't be the first unpopu la r 

t h i n g I 've heard this morn ing ." 
" I s t h a t so?" 
" I t i s , " Eve said a l i t t le gr imly . 
"Who ' s been wor ry ing you a l r e a d y ? " 
" F a m i l y . " 
"Oh, family ," cried Mrs . Poinse t te r 

wi th a l i t t le moue. "Fami l i e s a r e t e r r i 
ble th ings to have , a r e n ' t t h e y ? " 

She walked l ightly to the windows 
and looked out into the t r ee tops and 
murmured , " I t ' s nice he re , " as if she 
were th ink ing of something else; and 

then, t u rn ing , she said in a voice t h a t 
sounded as if i t might have a catch in 
it, yet h a d n ' t : 

"So—you've got a family, have y o u ? " 
" M m m . " 
"Lovely cur ta ins , m y dea r , " said 

Mrs . Poinset ter , touching the golden 
folds beside her absently. " P a r e n t s ? " 

"Yes , I have p a r e n t s . " 
" I 've forgot ten mine ! Well , some

t imes i t is nice to have them, and some
t imes it i sn ' t ; eh. Miss L a n g h a m ? " 

" I 'm a f ra id I feel like t h a t , " E v e 
sighed. 

"S i s t e r s and b r o t h e r s ? " 
"One s i s te r—jus t mar r i ed . " And 

then—she did not know why—she looked 
s t r a i g h t a t t he other woman, reveal ing 
all her t rouble , her d ismay and the 
heaviness of her responsib i l i ty : "She 
mar r i ed t h a t good-looking boy who 
dances a t the Regal ia so much—Lennie 
W a r d ; if you know him by n a m e . " 

"Oh, yes, yes, I know him by name , 
and by sight too, of course. He is the 
handsomes t th ing , i sn ' t h e ? " 

" I s h e ? " 
"You don' t like h i m ? " 
" N o t for a bro ther- in- law." 

SH E sighed sharp ly . H e r obsession 
with the family th is morn ing was 

such t h a t i t did not seem s t r a n g e t o her 
to be here wi th th i s mondaine, te l l ing 
her wi thout preamble homely yet d ras t ic 
t roubles . 

The twelve s t rokes of t h a t clock 
which had chimed outside a few min
u tes ago l ingered in her ea r s . 

"Af t e r twelve o'clock. I'll shake you 
a cocktai l ." 

"Oh, g r a n d ! " Mrs . Po inse t t e r cried 
l ight ly. 

And by and by, in leisurely fashion, 
they were in the s i t t ing-room aga in 
wi th the icy, fiery liquor, and the fasci
n a t i n g l i t t le dishes of olives and al
monds, all of it such a fa r cry from the 
Dulwich menage. Especial ly was Mrs . 
Louise Poinse t te r an a r r e s t i ng con t ras t 
to the harassed woman who so recently 
had sa t in t h a t easy-chair . 

She symbolized the new life. 
Bu t her pers is tence had a cur ious in

tens i ty . 
" A n d so you love your f a m i l y ? " 
"Unfo r tuna t e ly one does." 
"One should," Louise said r a t h e r 

slowly. "One should cling to one's land
m a r k s . I t does a g i r l no good to cut 
loose." 

"The difficulty," said Eve succinctly, 
" is money. I have t o provide i t ." 

" I s t h a t so?" 
" I t is p r e t t y h a r d work providing it 

out of a sa l a ry from a city office. In 
fact , it is almost impossible." 

" I should imagine i t would be. And 
so you find th is o ther job pays b e t t e r ? " 

" I t pays marvelously ." 
"L i s t en , " said Mrs . Poinse t te r , " and 

you mus tn ' t tell your boss, t h a t Fe ro , 
t h a t I have mentioned i t to you—but a 
job t h a t pays marvelously i sn ' t a lways 
t he best and the safest . I mean a job 
can pay too marvelously. The marve l 
ous pay is to make u p for the r i sk . " 

" I don' t see a r i sk ." 
Louise paused while she poured her 

self ano ther cocktail . 
"These clubs come and they go. You'd 

be be t te r , wouldn ' t you, looking out for 
something p e r m a n e n t ? " 

" I hope th i s is pe rmanen t . Mr . F e r o 
th inks he may be able to employ me on 
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the Continent when the season ends." 
"Does he noiu?" 
I t wasn't a comment; it was a cry, 

almost savage, from the heart. Per
plexing, had one been in the mood to 
attend. 

But she came back naturally and eas
ily to the subject of Lennie Ward. "And 
so that dashing gigolo is your brother-
in-law? Does he—does he—now don't 
think me impertinent for asking—does 
he make much money out of the Regalia 
Club?" 

"None at all except what he may get 
from old women for dancing with them. 
And he gets his dinner, and he loves the 
gay life. It seems to him good enough." 

"Well, then . . ." said Mrs. Poinsetter, 
and paused. 

Again, though indefinably. Eve sensed 
that stress, that undercurrent of dan
ger—but to whom?—under her visitor's 
light and easy poise. 

"Well, now, if he is to be a family 
man, I should have thought that he'd 
better take his talents and his looks 
elsewhere, where they would pay him; 
and if I were you, I should advise him 
so, my dear." 

"He's not my pigeon." 
"Oh, come now, my dear! If he is 

your brother-in-law! You seem sore 
about him, but remember I've had a lot 
of experience and I will tell you that. 

"One of those bargains one hears 
about," he heard her murmur in
credulously. "Like a bad melodrama" 

taking it by and large, it pays to keep 
close to your family, to try to help your 
family to run straight—" 

" 'Straight '?" 
"Oh, well, straight is rather an ex

treme word maybe," Mrs. Poinsetter 
corrected herself quickly. "What I 
mean Is, it would be far better for your 
sister, and that would make it better for 
you, if Mr. Ward tried to capitalize his 
assets elsewhere." 

"Yes. . . . But of course he is flattered 
by the way Tonetti and Fero treat him." 

"Is lie now?" 
Again it wasn't a comment. The 

irony made those three little words bite. 
She raised a hand as if in some 

urgency asking attention: "Listen, my 
dear. I took the opposite way with my 
family. I quit." 

"You. . . . But . . ." 
"Oh, yes," said Mrs. Poinsetter. "I 

know I seem—people have the impres
sion and I take care to give it—that I 
come from rich aristocrats—such as we 
have over on the other side quite as 
much as you do here. But . . . I was a 
poor girl, like you. Rather much like 
you—I thought that the first time I saw 
you. That, and thinking about my own 
little daughter—oh, she's safe; a count
ess now in Italy, lost to me, thank God!" 

" 'Thank God'!" 
Louise went on easily: "Well, you 

make me think of my daughter, whom I 
haven't seen for such a very, very long 
time, and I don't like to see you wasting 
yourself over this dance club business. 
If you've got to have money it is just 
possible I—" And then she stopped and 
laughed, and said with irony, "Even I— 
I could put you on to something. I have 
friends." And then she stopped again, 
and in the softest, queerest voice, re
peated : "Even I." 

Now Eve confirmed to herself that 
she couldn't understand this woman. 

IT WAS the most unexpected of visits, 
developing in the most surprising 

way. She said: 
"You're terribly good. Of course I'm 

grateful, but what other job would 
pay me ten pounds a week?" 

"Ten pounds a week?" Mrs. Poinset
ter echoed. "Ten pounds!" The voice 
now was not so much surprised as 
angry. One had a sensation of a still, 
breathless anger in her. She narrowed 
her eyes in a way she had, and looked 
steadily at the girl. "Money isn't every
thing. There might be other things. 
Travel in a foreign country. I have a 
relative in India whom I haven't seen 
for many years, but occasionally we still 
correspond. Once we were very dear 
to each other. She's . . . rather highly 
placed. She's had the real and solid 
kind of good fortune; but she hasn't 
forgotten me. I think if I asked her 
she might make use of a young girl 
like you as secretary. Now a job like 
that would be partly a social thing. 
You'd meet the kind of men you ought 
to meet. I want you to have the solid 
kind of good fortune. You'd marry. 
I am sure you'd marry." She stopped, 
and ran on again, "Behold the maternal 
complex working strongly!" She tried 
to laugh at herself, but it was not very 
successful. 

"India?" Eve repeated. 
Yet she felt no thrill. It was not 

only that she could not go even if op
portunity offered, because of the family 
loading her with their cares, but that 
she did not want to go. 

And that was strange, for she had 
never had any ocean traveling, and pic
tures rose up in her mind at once. In
tense colors . . . gayety . . . an Eastern 
pageanti-y new to her . . . a future. . . . 

But she did not want to go. 
She looked up again and saw Louise 

Poinsetter leaning toward her, watch
ing her face intently. 

"If I cabled my relative now, today, 

I'm sure she would cable back 'Yes.' If 
she didn't want you herself, she could 
find a friend who did. She is very 
rich." 

"I have told you I can't. It isn't for 
myself. It is for my family." 

Louise stopped, her exquisite, thin 
hands on her thin hips. 

"Very well, your family is the big 
obstacle, and I don't want you to leave 
the obstacle behind; but all the same 
it is not only your family you're think
ing of; for you're not even hankering 
. . . for India." 

AFTER the little considering silence 
between them, she went on steadily: 

"If you're thinking of Jonathan Home 
—don't." And watching, she saw a wave 
of color sweep up under the girl's white 
skin. 

She cried sharply: "Give Jonathan 
Home a wide berth!" 

Though her voice was sharp, she had 
kept it low as if from habitual caution. 
Yet, low as she pitched it, it carried. 
Its quality was resonant; and so it 
traveled to the ears of Home himself as 
he reached the top of the stairs and 
stood outside that amusing gate. 

He did not hear all that Mrs. Poin
setter said, but he heard his own name 
clearly. 

For a second he stood there listening 
for more, his face at its grimmest, and 
then, as if deliberately, he put the grim 
expression away. He presented him
self in a debonair mood as he gave the 
gate the little rattle which was the only 
way a visitor could herald himself. 

Inside the room they both heard that 
slight peremptory rattling, and Mrs. 
Poinsetter's voice dropped to a whisper. 

"That's Home," she said, as if some 
intuition warned her. 

The next moment Home and Eve 
faced each other, as they had done quite 
often during the last two weeks, 
through the iron grille. 

He sensed that she was disturbed and 
wary. 

Indeed, Louise Poinsetter's peculiar 
warning had startled her. 

He noted also, in that second, that 
she was still in negligee—beautifully 
taut and fresh, but still in negligee 
after noon. 

"Aha," he said, "caught you napping. 
May I really come in? Are you alone?" 

Although, of course, he had heard 
Louise Poinsetter's unmistakable voice 
so clearly. 

T J E FOLLOWED through to the sit-
•^•*- ting-room and saw the elegant 
woman standing by the windows ob
serving Bloomsbury Gardens. He saw 
the cocktail tray, with two glasses. 

Mrs. Poinsetter spoke the first greet
ing charmingly and naturally: 

"Oh, Captain Home, I am sure you've 
called to take Miss Langham out to 
lunch, and here I am chatting and hin
dering her so that she isn't ready." 

He said: 
"Yes, I have called to see if Miss 

Langham would come out to luncheon 
with me." He turned to Eve: "Will 
you?" 

She hesitated as she always did with 
him. There had been so much between 
them to make her hesitate, to be uncer
tain, to put him down as a brute, a 
bully, a friend, an enemy—she had no 
more idea by now in which category to 
place Jonathan Home than she had at 
the beginning of their amazing ac
quaintance. But while she hesitated, 
Mrs. Poinsetter answered for her: 

"Don't bother about me, my dear, run 
along and get dressed. I'll give Cap
tain Home a cocktail if there is one 
left." 

There was one left. 
Louise went, herself, to the kitchen

ette for another glass. 
(Continued on page 46) 
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The Smoky Years 
The Story Thus Far: 
TTWO rival outfits—Ben Thorpe's and 
-*- King-Gordon, owned by "Dusty" Kin.sf 
and Lew Gordon—are struggling for donii-
nunce in tlie Southwestern cattle country. 
Thorpe and two of his aides, Walk Lasham 
and Cleve Tanner, making a bold bid for 
victory, murder King. 

Kill Roper, King's adopted son, is pre
paring to uiari-y .Tody Gordon, Lew's daugh
ter. Having made his plans for avenging 
King's death, he tells her of thorn. She 
lu'ojnptly breaks the engagement. Where-
inion. without tlie coii])eration of Gordon 
(u'ho is, likewise, violently opi)osed to his 
plans), he goes into action. 

Tanner is Thorpe's agent in Texas, where 
h<' rules over a vast cattle domain—all 
slolen. In Jlontana, Lasham plays a simi
lar i-ole. Leaving Ogallala, Nebraska, Roper 
or'ganizes a band of outlaws—"Dry Camp" 
Pierce, Lee Harnish, Tex Long and others— 
and makes a series of raids on Tanner's 
strongholds. After which, meeting his enemy 
in a pistol duel, he kills him. 

In IMontana, where he then goes, he pur
sues tlie same tactics against Lasham. 
lOlated by his success, he takes a brief vaca
tion in lliles City. There a girl—one Mar-
Muita, of wlioni he knows almost nothing— 
saves his life. Trapped by Lasham and two 
of his cowboys, he escapes when Lee Har
nish and Tex Long come unexpectedly to 
his rescue. . . . 

Jleanwhile, .Tody Gordon has not been 
idle. Still loving Roper, she has followed 
his every move. .She has learned that Thorpe 
has put a large reward on his head— 
and that Thorpe is plotting to murder her 
father, who, he strongly suspects, is back
ing Hoper. Believing that both of her men 
are doomed, unless they work together, she 
goes to JMontana, where her father is ob
serving operations. She can do nothing with 
Gordon. "Roper." he exclaims, "is an out
law. I won't work with him. Instead, I'm 
going to double that reward Thorpe's of
fered !" 

The girl then turns, in desperation, to 
Shoshone Wilce, one of Roper's friends. She 
begs him to take lier to Roper's headquar
ters. He does so. But they do not find 
lioper. .Tim Leathers, one of Lasham's men, 
and another cowboy greet them—with rifle-
(ii'e. Wilce makes his getaway. But .Tody 
is captured. Leathiu's asks her a few ques-
llons. Then— "TT7in* tinip," he says, look
ing her straight in the eyes, ''icere yon ex-
pcctbiff Roper?" 

VIII 

I H A V E no reason to expect Bill 
Roper a t a l l ," Jody said. 
The younger man'.s eyes were keen 
with a repres.sed excitement. " J im 

—you figure she come to meet Bill 
Roper h e r e ? " 

"She d idn ' t come here by accident ," 
Lea thers said with conviction, " any 
more than you or me. And she sure 
didn ' t come here to th row in with u s . " 

"Bu t , God, J im—if she's r u n off from 
her old man to th row in wi th Roper, 
then it mus t be t h a t Gordon a in ' t back
ing Roper, a f ter a l l ! W h y should she 
come ga l l ivant ing clear out here, if 
Gordon and Roper a re hand in glove? 
We a lways t h o u g h t — " 

" T h a t ' s no bother of mine ," Lea the r s 
said. "Roper ' s the m a n I w a n t . " His 
voice tu rned soft and happy . " J u s t 
kind of begins to look like I 'm going to 
get h i m ! " He tu rned sharp ly on Jody . 
"You can jus t as leave speak your piece. 
We'l l get the whole story, anyway , 
when the boys b r ing your side r ider in. 
He'll ta lk , all r igh t , before we ' re 
t h r o u g h ! " 

"You'l l l ea rn no th ing from him," 
Jody said. "If he didn ' t get clear I have 
no doubt he 's dead. You'll never t ake 
him a l ive—tha t I know." 

J i m Lea the r s gr inned a l i t t le. I t did 
not improve his looks. "Suppose they 
b r ing him in only about half a l ive?" he 
suggested. His tone changed as he 
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added, "Of course, as for me, I 'm su re 
hoping he got away . " 

A swift panic s t ruck Jody wi th the 
shock of a blow in the face. If J i m 
Lea the r s wished, he could hold her here 
—li te ra l ly a s ba i t wi th which to d r a w 
the man whom it was his mission to 
kill. If Shoshone Wilce had got clear, 
and could reach Roper, Roper would 
cer ta in ly a t t ack , as soon a s the best 
ponies of the r a ide r s could b r ing him. 
Or, fa i l ing to locate Roper, Shoshone 
Wilce migh t even b r ing her f a the r—and 
w h a t orders J i m Leat l iers had in re 
ga rd to Lew Gordon she could only sur
mise. 

" I 'm ge t t i ng sick of t h i s , " Jody told 
J i m Lea the rs . "You owe me a horse ; 
t he re can ' t possibly be any a r g u m e n t 

about t ha t . I'll have to ask you to rope 
a pony and b r ing him to my saddle— 
and I'll be on my w a y ! " 

"Awful bad job, ca tching u p these 
Sioux count ry ponies in the da rk . " 

" F o r more t h a n five yea r s , " Jody 
said, "ne i ther you nor your men have 
camped out the n ight wi thout ponies 
wai t ing under saddle. Righ t now you've 
got caught -up ponies s t and ing outside. 
You owe one of them to me." 

JIM L E A T H E R S spoke mildly, meas
u r ing his words . "You've rode a long 

way in the cold," he said. "The boys'll 
get you some coffee and g r u b and b r ing 
your bedroll in. I guess you be t te r fig
u re to stop the n ight . " He gr inned 
again , not reassur ing ly . "We ' r e a l i t t le 

crowded here, and maybe not so stylish 
a s you ' re used t o ; bu t t h a t a in ' t going 
to h u r t you none." 

" I don' t w a n t your coffee, and you 
know it ," Jody said. 

Lea thers ignored t h a t . " W h o •zwas 
th i s side r ider of y o u r s ? " he demanded. 

"You' l l l ea rn nothing from me— 
nei ther t h a t nor any th ing else. I'll take 
a pony—and I'll t ake i t now!" 

Slowly Lea the r s shook his head. 
"You won ' t give me a p o n y ? " 
" I ' m afraid—you' l l have to wai t un

t i l your fr iends come, lady." 
F o r Jody Gordon's white flash of 

ange r t he re was no outlet whatever . 
She t u rned away to hide from them the 
fur ious t e a r s t h a t s p r a n g into her eyes. 
She took off her sheepskin coat and 
flung it on the table , for the room was 
very ho t ; bu t because her fingers were 
still chilled to t he bone she pulled off 
he r gloves, tucked them in her belt, and 

^m 

A teamster met her in the road 
as he was coming into town 
with his team just after dark 
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